THE STEELE
GLAS.

| He Nightingale, (whofe happy noble

hart,
No dole can daunt, nor feareful force

affright,
Whofe chereful voice, doth comfort

faddefl wights,
When ihe hir felf, hath little caufe to

fmg.

Whom louers loue, bicaufe Ihe plaines their greues,
She wraies their woes, and yet relieues their payne,
Whom worthy mindes, alwayes efteemed much,
And graueft yeares, haue not difdamde hir notes:
(Only that king proud Tereus by his name
With murdnng knife, did carue hir pleafant tong,
To couer fo, his owne foule filthy fault)
This worthy bird, hath taught my weary Muze,
To nng a fong, in fpight of their defpight,
Which worke my woe, withouten caufe or crime,
And make my backe, a ladder for their feete,
By flaundrous fteppes, and flayres of tickle talke,
To clyme the throne, wherein my felfe fhould fitte,
O Phykmene, then helpe me now to chaunt:
And if dead beafles, or liuing byrdes haue ghofts,
Which can conceiue the caufe of carefull mone,
When wrong triumphes, and right is ouertrodde,